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OD proſper long our noble King! 
Our Lives and Safeties all? 


A woeful Hor/e-Race late there 1 14 . 


At MWpiltington befal. ä 
* 97. 
Great N Duke, A eighty raue 
A ſolemn Vow did make; i Liesl [ 


His Pleaſure in fair Staffordſhire, 
Three Summer 8 Days. to take, 


At once to grace his Fatherts Race, [: 


And to confound his Fes # Bd 
eee eee 44 D 5» Bat 


But ah! (with Grief my Mufe does ſpeak,) 
A luckleſs Time he choſe. — L 


For ſome rude Clowns, who long had felt 
The. Weight of Tax and Levy, % 
Explain'd their Caſe unto his GH ce, 
By Arguments, full heavy. | 


«© No G -i, they cry'd! no Tool of Power! 
At that the E-—1 turn'd pale 
% No G- er, no G=—w7, no Tool bf Power 
Re-echo'd from each Dale. * 


Then B———4's mighty Breaſt took fire, 
Who thus enrag'd, did cry, 


To Horſe, my Lords, my Knights, and 'S quires ; i 


« We'll be reveng'd, or die. 


They mounted ſtraight, all Men of Birth, 
Captains of Land and Sea ; 

No Prince or Potentate on Earth, 
Had ſuch a Troop as he. 


Great Lords and Lordſhips cloſe conjoin'd 
A A ſhining Squadron ſtood : 

But to their Coſt, the Teoman Hoſt, 
Did prove the better Blood. 


« A G -r, a G==w'r! ye Sons of Whore, 
% Vile Spawn of Babylon ! 

This ſaid, his G ce did mend his Pace, 
And came full fiercely on. 


Three Times he ſmote a ffurdy Foe ; 
Who, undiſmay'd, reply'd; 
Or be thou Devil, or be thou DIe, 
Thy Courage ſhall be try'd. 
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The Charge began; but on one Side 


Some Slackneſs there was found; 
The ſmart Cockade in Duſt was laid, 
And trampled on the Ground. 


Some felt ſore Thwacks upon their Backs, 
Some, Pains within their Bowels ; 
All who did joke the R——1 Oak, 
Were well rubb'd with its Towels. 


Then Terror ſeiz'd the plumed Troop, 
Who turn'd themſelves to Flight ; 
Foul Rout and Fear brought up the Rear ; 

Oh! *twas a piteous Sight | 


Each Warrior urg'd his nimble Steed 
But none durſt look behind ; 
Th' inſulting Foe, they well did know, 


a *'s . 0 


Had got em in the Wind, 


Who ne'er loſt Scent, until they came 
Unto the Gallow- Tre: 

Now faid their Foes, we'll not oppole 

Four certain Deſtiny, 355 


No farther Help of gur's ye lack, 2 
„Grant Mercy with your Doom! 
JF © Truft to the Care of th' three: agg d Mare; 
bell bring ye hRf bam, 


Then wheel'd about, with this loud Shout, 
* Confuſion to the R ! 

ne Laing each Knight, to mourn his Plight, 
Beneath the triple Stump. 
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Now Heav'n preſerve ſuch Hearts as thels 
From ſecret Treachery + | 

Who tate a Knave, and ſcorn aSlave, 
May ſuch be ever OT - 


* * * 
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The ANSWER. 


OD proſper Joag great 8 our King, 
His Friends, both great and ſmall, 

Confound all thoſe that are his Foes ; - - 

A Curſe upon them fall. 


Great B— p's D—e, a Man of Fame, 5 
A ſolemn Vow did make, 3 
That with the $7-F--d. Rebels he 


A hunting Day would take. EL 


And try to quench rebellious F lame, | 
Which then did rage ſo high, 

That in the Face of Church and King 

They now began to fly. 9 


In borrow'd Dreſs of High-land Lads, 
Which they that Day put on; EY 

O! had it been two Years ago, | 

"of hey dar'd not ſo have done. 


Since the Pretender he was beat, *. 
They've lived in Peace and Wealth, 

But now quite cloy?d with Luxury, 
* * n Healch. 25 oy 
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A Tool of France, -cry'd they, we'll have, 
To Priefts we'll give the Power ; 
A Romiſh Pope] a Romiſh Pope! © 
They bellow'd for an Hour, 


Then B D's zealous Breaſt took Fire, 
And loudly thus did cry, 

To Horſe! to Horſe ! from Lord to Squire, 
Revenge the Church, or die.. 


For Church and State none could be found, 
Save thoſe with this brave D—e, 

Who gallantly did mount their Steeds, 
And Sword in Hand they took. 


No falſe Pretender, cry'd they, we'll have, - 
Nor BeliaPs Power we'll own; 

God proſper long great Gzor6t our King, 
Long may he grace the Throne. | 


Great GEORG E's Name, like Tharder, ſtruck 
Thoſe Rebels to the Heart; 
Ah! did not he once ſet us free, 
Let's greatly * 


But Beekzebub, through cl yſter-Pipe 
Some Endor's ugh Cl did give; . 
Saying, Children dear, ſuck Righteous Blood 
The Prieft can you fargve. : 


Theſe Tools of crafty Pa piſt Prieſt 

In white Cockades and Plads, - 
Through Doctor Ps foul Advice 
Have made them I Iron Rods.. 


Vhich th 5 . 

Which they upon their bra wuy Backs 
One Day may chance to feel; 

For no Pretender's Force can ftand 
The Proteſtant's good Steel. 


For they like Tyler and Fack Straw, 
Will make a fearful End, WA 34 hang 

Unleſs that with Proverbial oer 5 | 
We give them Grace to SI -\ 


But if that we do Mercy ſhew, | NS 
When they for Merey ay, * BE 

Like Blood-Hounds they will Thirſt again, | N 
And drink kind Mercy drr. 


Great God, preſerve true Proteſtants 5 108 
From Papiſt Tyranny ; a 


From all Freucb Power, if we unite, 12 EE, 


We ſhall be ever free. 


* 
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An ODE to Fs Hmiourabe Punt 1 Y--xE, "Bhi 
Imitated from Hor ACE, Ode XVI. Our I, 


OR Quiet, Y—xzx, the Sailor crys, | 
When gath*ring Storms obſcure the Wes, | 
The Stars no more appearin | 

The Candidate for Quiet prays. * 


Sick of the Bumpers and Huzza's, - 
Of bleſt E lectioneeripg. 


Fi 2 
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Who thinks that from the Sp—k—r's 

The Sergeant's Mace can 1255 off S 
Is wond'rouſly miftaken. © 

Alas he is not half ſo bleſt, 

As thoſe who've Liberty and Reſt, 
And dine on Beans and Bacon. 


nt 
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Why ſhould we then to London run, 
And quit our chearful Country — 4 
or Bus'neſs, Dirt and Smoke? 
Can we, by changing Place and Air, 
Ourſelves get rid of, or our Care? 
In Troth, tis all a Joke. | 


Care elimbs-proud. Ships af might'eſt Farce, 


And mounts behind the Gen'ral's Horſe, 
Outftri ps Huſſars and Pandours ; 
Far ſwifter than the flying Hind, 
Swifter than Clouds before the Wind, 
Or C sx before the radars 


A Man, when once he's ſafely hole; 
Should laugh at all his threat'ning Foes, 
Nor think of future Evil. x 
Each Good has its attendant III; 
A Seat is no bad thing but ſtill 
| Elections are the Devil. 20G 


Its Gifts, with Hand impartial, en 
Divides To OzrorD it was given, 
I 0 die in full-blown Glory; 
To B— R, indeed, a longer Life, 
But tho? he lives — tis with his Wife, 
And ſhun'd by big and Tory. 


The Gods to you with bounteous Hand, 


Have granted. Seats, and: Parks and Land d > 


Brocades and Silk you wear; 
With Claret and Ragoiits you treat; 
Six neighing Steeds with nimble Feet, 

. wn OR: gilded are 
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To me they*ye given a ſmalt Retreat, 

Good Port, and Mutton (beſt of Meat) 
With Broad-Cloth on my Shoulders; 

A Soul that ſcorns a dirty Job, | 

Loves ag d Rhyme, and hates a Mob; 
I mean that an't Freeholders, 


— _ —_—_ —_ — ä * — 


RICH MOND, 2 VISION. 


IN that ſoft Seaſon, when the bluſhing Roſe 
Cheer'd by the Sun's invigorating: Ray, - 
Begins it's fragrant Beauties to diſcloſe, 
And all things own the genial Pow'r of May : / 
When Sleep had lock'd each careleſs Limb to reſt, 
And only Fancy waking, gently ftrove | 
To drive each fiercer Paſſion from my Breaſt, 
Ambition, Envy, Jealouſy and Love; 


In thought along Thames* winding Shore I tray'd 
Amid the verdant Scenes of filent Ham; 62.89] 
Where on the Margin of the Stream was laid 
Beneath a ſpreading Elm, a mourning Dame. 
Before her Feet a Cyprus Wreath was thrown, 
Her Hair neglected and diſhevel'd hung; 
Her Eyes ſuffus'd with Tears fill faintly ſhone, 
And plaintive Accents trembled on her Tongue. 


IT ſaw, I wonder'd, and with Awe drew near, 
When gently raifing her dejected Head. 
She wav'd her Hand. Approach, my Son, nor fear 
To hear the Story of my Woes, ſhe ſaid. 
See*ſt thou, yon lofty Hill's extended Side,. 
|. Whoſe waving Top o' erlooks the ample Plain? 
(Whence, erſt more happy, I beheld with Pride 
An hundred Villas grace my wide Domain) 
3 | T hers 
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There long embowr'd the IS of theſe Woods, 

I aw my Lawns extend, my Foreſts riſe, 
While Thames rowPd pleas'd his tributary Floods, 

And Nature ftrove with Art to pleaſe my Eyes. 
Here laurell'd Valour found a Place of Reſt, 

Here hoary Stateſmen ſought the peaceful Grove, 
Here tender Paſſions warm'd each youthful Breaſt, 


And Nuptial Virtue was the Meed of Love. 


And ſhall theſe Scenes polluted Pleaſures hide? 


Shall Rapine here conceal its hated Head ? 
Shall the proud Gameſter here in Triumph ride, 

And the pale Coward boaſt of Fields he fled ? 
No more the Soldier feels a gen'rous Heat, 

His Country's Groans no more the Stateſman move, 
Ev*n Pride can ſtoop to league with mean Deceit, 


And frighted Virtue flies the Name of Love. 


When royal Richmond fleſh'd from Boſworth's Field 
Had ſheath'd the Sword of civil Rage in Peace, 
With me He hung his conſecrated Shield, 
And hop'd to reſt in not inglorious Eaſe ; 
Alike in Council as in Arms rever'd, 
Severe in Juſtice as in Manners plain, | 
Thro' rough Rebellion's Storms ſecure he ſteer'd, 
And growing Arts adorn'd his riſing Reign. 


When great Eliza fill'd Britannia's Throne, 

And Spain with Terror heard her from afar, 
She forc'd the boaſtmg Pride of Man to own 

Wiſdom and Courage might become the Fair. 
Form'd by her Manners, each attendant Maid 

Thought Modeſty the Dreſs of Woman-kind ; 
To comely Neatneſs due Obſervance paid, 

But labour'd only to adorn the Mind. 


C | When 


F{ 10 ] 
When frolick Charles to Windſor's regal Site 
Transfer'd the Scenes of Luxury and Love, 
I envy'd not the Monarch's looſe Delight, 
For Temple ſtudy'd in my ſacred Grove. 
There, whether Europe's Fate requir'd -his Aid, 
Or milder Labours eas'd his civil Care; 
Retir'd from Noiſe He met th' Atbenian Maid, 
And ev'ry Muſe, and ev'ry Grace was there. 


But where are all theſe boaſted Glories now? 


Where Arts, where Learning, Modeſty and Truth? 


See! Spleen and Av'rice mark each Aged Brow, 
See! frontleſs Impudence the Badge of Touth. 
No e Example makes the Subject wiſe, | 
No Laws reſtrain the Bad, protect the Good; 
The num'rous Guilty join to ſhelter Vice, 
And vaunting Folly pours her whelming Flood. 


Thro' Pleaſure's Maze the beardleſs Stripling flies, 
Or finks ſupine in uſeleſs Indolence ; 
Too proud to learn, too empty to be wile, 
He ſcreens in Laughter the Defects of Senſe. 
If haply Beauty deck the Virgin's Face, 
Her wanton forward Mein, her vain Attire 
Defeat the Paſſion ſhe attempts to raiſe, 


And check the Tranſports which her Eyes infpig 


Incens'd, not warn'd by Beauty's frail Decay, 
The waning Matron ſecks the Aid of Art; 
In awkward Aﬀectation vainly gay, 


Still hopes new Canqueſts, fill would fire the Heart. 


Or pale o'er Midnight Lamps, where Diſcord reigns, 


She fits attentive on the various Game : 


While Fraud and Malice ſhake their galling Chains, 


And rankling Scandal blaſts the faireſt Fame. 


But 
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But Jous no longer bears the Guilty Scene, 
The lifted Bolt already fills his Hand; 
His Brow midſt mingled Terrors til] ſerene, 
Determines Vengeance on this fated Land. 
She ſaid loud Thunder ſhook the trembling Ground, 
Swift thro* the murky Air the Light'nings gleam, | 
Amaz'd I ſtarted at the ſolemn Sound, 
And dread the Fate portended by a Dream. 


— — ———— 
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4B ALLAP on nge BERGENOP- 
ZOOM. 


AN'T you heard of a Fortreſs, renowned in 
Fame, | 
O 


ſſeſs'd by a Lady, Batavia by Name, 
Who's the Pride of all NHanders for Beauty and Bloom, 
What Place can compare with ſweet Bergen-op-Zoom? 


When the * Count firſt drew near, and with Pleaſure 
beheld 

Her lovely fine Towers ſurveyi . N Sebeld, 

'T was diverting to ſee how himſelf he did plume, 

With the Thoughts of —_—_ ſweet 3 


Tho? ſtrong by its Site, as by Nature befriended, 
With Rav'lins, and Baſtions, and Curtains defended, 
He began his Apprbaches, yet ſtinted for Room, 
In Hopes to be Maſter of Bergen. op xbom. 


In vain her Out- works he oft did aſſail, 
The' always repuls'd, yet he ſcorn d to turn Tail ; 
But his Onſets renewing, he ſtill did preſume 
By Degrees to prevail o'er ſweet Bergen-op-Zoom. 
C 2 + 
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[2], 
& If to me, fair Batavia, (aid he, you'll reſign, 
« All Acts of Hoſtility I ſhall decline; 


«© Tho' with Cannon and Mortar prepar'd Iam come 
cc To batter in Breach your loy'd Bergen-op-zoom. 


To this ſhe replied, © Briſk Soldicr, forbear, | 
A] never will buy a Ceſſation ſo dear: 

ce Her Maiden- head“ ſhe ſhall convey to her Tow; 
« No Favour expect then from Bergen-op-2oom. 

cc Tho- 5 muck dn for your Proweſs i in War, 
& And taking Forts larger than mine is by far, 


„Do the worſt that you may with your Cannon and 
Bomb, 


« You ſhall ne*er have the Keys of my Bergen-op-zoom.” 


When he found that N were uſed in vain, 
He try'd if by Art he the Fortreſs could gain: 

He 100 he'd retire, and ſhortly march home, 
Nor think more of ſtorming her Bergen-op-Zcom. | 


The Lady believ'd him, yet ſtill kept her Eyes 
Upon all his Motions, for Fear of Surprize : 
Thus unactive, a while did his Vitals conſume, 
Impatient to enter her Bergen-op-2oom. 


At length as one Morning the Walls he did . 

He ſpy'd a ſmall Sally- port open before, 

When ftrait ruſhing forward, he quickly made Room, 
And thus got Poſſeſſion of Bergen-op-zZoom, 


The Lady erte to call · out did N 
But alas ! 't was too late when the Hero was in, 


Who 


* This is a Term apply'd to 3 by the Dutch, on Account 


of her never having been taken before, though three Times be- 
neged. | 
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Who raviſh'd with Joy, cry*d in rapturous Fume, 


O! the lovely! 
Zoom ! 


the charming! —— ſweet — 


He erected his Standard the Rampart upon, 
Yet ſhe had the Courage to pull it thrice down; 
And had ſhe perſiſted, without Beat of Drum, 
She might have recover'd her Bergen- op-zoom. 


But ſuch was her Flufter, in that fatal Hour, 

To make more Reſiſtance ſhe had not the Power; 
While the Count of a Courtier the Air did aſſume, 
And thus he addreſs'd her in Bergen op- æcom. 


« Fair Lady, ſaid he, tho' by Art I have gain'd \ 

« What perhaps from your Coyneſs I ne&er had 
obtain'd, 

« T ſhall always regard my Succeſs as your Boon, 


« And be kind, for your Sake, to your Bergen. op- 
zoom. 


<« If you keep but your Promiſe, Lady. Baty 
reply'd, 

To obey your good-Pleaſure ſhall till be my 
Pride : 


& Nor ſhall I henceforward repent of my Doom, 
„ But freely ſurrender my Bergen-op-zoom. 
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The FOOL againſt the ASS. 


Cudgel thy Brains no mare about it, | for your dull Aſs 
will nat amend his Pace by Beating. 
\ | 888 HAMLET, 
To the FOOL. 
Dear Conjin, Ho 


F all Politicians who have ever appear'd in Print, 
a certain Four-footed one, who for about fix 


Weeks has exhibited his Weekly Performances, is cer- 
tainly the moſt extraordinary. 


When I talk of a Four-footed Politician, it may per- 


haps ſet your Readers in Amaze, and wonder what 
kind of an Animal I mean ; but their Admiration can't 
laſt long, becaufe the Author I refer to has not only 
placed his own Picture in the Frontiſpiece of his Paper, 
but has labour'd hard in his Weekly Lucubrations to 
convince the World of what they knew long before, 
dix. That he is an Af. 1 
It is not, indeed, the Nature of every Beaſt of his 
Species to be ſo ingenuous: Attempts have been for- 
merly made by ſome of his Race (ſtupid as they are by 
Nature) to impoſe upon the World under various Pre- 
tences; as the As who put on the Lion's Skin, Sc. 
And indeed our Author, in his Time, has been a little 
gameſome in this Reſpect; for if Fame ſays true, he 
formerly put on the long Robe, and appear'd at the 
Bar, and might have paſs'd for an excellent Lawyer if 
he had held his Tongue : He has fince aped the Poet, 


and 
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goes out of the Way 


[ 15 ] 
and now puts on the Politicianz and if he had never 
ſet Pen to Paper, he might have been eſteem'd both; 
but the Misfortune of all Mes is, they diſcover them⸗ 


ſelves by their Braying. 

I would by no Means be thought to deſpiſe any 
Animal upon account of its Spedies, neither is an , ſo 
contemptible as ſome may imagine; for though their 
modern Employment confiſts chiefly in drawing Sand- 
Carts, carry ing Earthen-Ware and Brick-Duſt, yet 
Time has been, when they have carried Kings and 
Prophets on their Backs; and I believe it is recent in 
ome of our Memories, that Aſſes have been in the 
Service of P M 8. 

I can't think but there is ſome Reſemblance between 
the Story of Balaam and his Aſs, and the Story of 
Palaam and his Aſs. ——Balaam was a Prophet Pa- 
laam a P-— M-; but no body ever ſuſpected 
Palaam to be either a Prophet or a Conjurer, =——Ba- 
laam's Errand was to curſe. the People—Palaam's only 
to rifle them by Taxes, and afterwards intraduce a 
Banditti of Foreigners to cut their Throats: A very 
pretty Employment truly] Upon theſe laudable Ex- 
peditions up mount Balaam and Palaam on their 
Aﬀes ; and ſpeed them well fay ſome. 

Now Balaam was riding on his Aſs, and his two Ser- 
vants were with him,—Now Palaam ws riding on his 
Aſs, and a Minority of common Penſi—ers were with 
him. An Angel ſtands in the Way for an Ad- 
verſary againſt Balaam. L—nd—n and W-ftm— 
ſter, Guardians of the Liberty of Britain, ſtand in 
Palaam's Way for Adverſaries againſt him. But 
Balaam was blind, and did not ſee the Angel. Palaam 
both Blind and Deaf, and will neither ſee the Friends 


of Liberty, nor hear the Groans of a diftreſs'd Coun- 
Balaam's Aſs, at the Sight of the Angel, 
-Palaant's Aſs never — 

| un 


try. 
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The FOOL againſt the ASS. 


| Cudge! thy Brains no mare about is, fe your dull Aſs 
will nat amend his Pace 2 Beating. 


| Sawins, 


To the * 
Dear Cofin, | 


F all Politicians who have ever peur! in Print, 
0 a certain Four - footed one, who for about fix 
Weeks has exhibited his Weekly Performances, is cer- 
tainly the moſt extraordinary. 

When I talk of a Four-footed Politician, it may per- 
haps ſet your Readers in Amaze, and wonder what 
kind of an Animal I mean ; but their Admiration can't 
laſt long, becauſe the Author I refer to has not only 
placed his own Picture in the Frontiſpiece of his Paper, 
but has labour'd hard in his Weekly Lucubrations to 

convince the World of what they knew long before, 
Dix. That he is an FF. 

It is not, indeed, the Nature of every Beaſt of his 
Species to be ſo ingenuous : Attempts have been for- 
merly made by ſome of his Race (ſtupid as they are by 
Nature) to impoſe upen the World under various Pre- 
tences; as the Ag who put on the Lion's Skin, Ge. 
And indeed our Author, in his Time, has been a little 
gameſome in this Reſpect; for if Fame ſays true, he 
formerly put on the long Robe, and appear'd at the 
Bar, and might have paſs'd for an excellent Lawyer if 
he had held his — He has ſince aped the oo 
| ',. 
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and now puts on the Politicians and if he had never 
ſet Pen to Paper, he might have been efteem'd both; 
but the Misfortune of all Ie is, they diſcover them⸗ 
ſelves by their Braying. 

I would by no Means be thought to deſpiſe any 
Animal upon account of its Spedies, neither is an M/s ſo 
contemptible as ſome may imagine; for though their 
modern Employment confiſts chiefly in drawing Sand- 
Carts, carrying Earthen-Ware and Brick-Duſt, yet 
Time has been, when they have carried Kings and 
Prophets on their Backs; and J believe it is recent in 
dome of our Memories, that Aſes have been in the 
Service of P M———s. 

I can't think but there is ſome Reſemblance between 
the Story of Balaam and his Aſs, and the Story of 
Palaam — his Aſs.——Balaam was a Prophet Pa- 
laam a P-— M——; but no body ever ſuſpected 
Palaam to be either a Prophet or a Conjurer, ==——Ba- 
laam's Errand was to curſe the People Palaam's only 
to rifle them by Taxes, and afterwards introduce a 
Banditti of Foreigners to cut their Throats: A very 
pretty Employment truly] Upon theſe laudable Ex- 
peditions up mount Balaam and Palaam on _ their 
Aſſes; and ſpeed them well fay ſome. - 

Now Balaam was riding on his Aſs, and his two Ser- oy 
vants were with him, Now Palaam was riding on his 
Aſs, anda Minority of common Penſi—ers were with 
him. An Angel ſtands in the Way for an Ad- 
verſary againſt Balaam. L—nd—n and W-ftm— 
ſter, Guardians of the Liberty of Britain, ſtand in 
Palaam's Way for Adverſaries againſt him. But 
Balaam was blind, and did not ſee the Angel. Palaam 
both Blind and Deaf, and will neither ſee the Friends 
of Liberty, nor hear the Groans of a diſtreſsd Coun- 
try. Balaam's Aſs, at the Sight of the Angel, 
goes out of the Way. ——Palaont's Aſs. never kept 


id | in 
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in any one Way, and therefore was call'd a Riglef, 
Balaam ſmites his Aſs to turn her into the Way. 

Palaam firſt tickles and then pricks his Af 
l will promote thee unto very great Honour, 
I will do whatever thou ſayeſt unto me. 

When Balaam's Aſs ſaw the Angel, ſhe fell down under 
Balaam. When Palaan's Aſs ſaw the Metropolis 
of this Kingdom determin'd to aſſert the Birth-Rights 


of Engliſhmen, it chagrin'd him not a little, and down 


came Palaam and his Aſs. Balaam is ſoon enrag'd, 
and ſays to his Aſs, Would there was a Sword in my 
Hand, for now would I kill thee. Says peeviſh, fret- 
ful Palaam to his Aſs, Would the Liberty of the 
Preſs were defttoy'd, and that I did not need thee to 
Scribble for me, then weuld I ftarve thee, —— Says 
Balaam's Aſs to its Maſter, Am I not thine Aſs, upon 
which thou haſt ridden ever fince I was thine ' unto this 
Day: was I ever wont to do ſo unto thee ? ——Says 
Palaam's Aſs to his Maſter, Am I not thine Aſs, thy 
Pimp, thy Drudge, and thy Toel 2 Have I not proſti- 
tuted my Underſtanding, Conſcience, Education and Cha- 
rater to Thee ? Was there ever any mean Action, any baſe 
Defign, in which I ever faiPd thee? Have I not gone 
through Thick and Thin for thee at the Bar, on the Stage, 
and in the Preſs ? Se 

Balaan's Eyes are open'd, and he ſees the Angel. 
The Lord open the Eyes of Palaam, to ſee the 
Iniquity ef his Doings, and turn his Heart from de- 
ſtroying his Country IE 

Balaam return'd to his Place, and ſo muſt Palaam 
return to his Place. But what Place? That Place 
which is prepared for thoſe that are Enemies to Mil- 
lions. | 5 

What became of Balaam's Ass after this Affair, 
Hiſtory does not inform us. But what will become 
of Palaam's Aſs, if Politicks ſhould fail? Why ; 
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if it is capable of nothing higher, it may get itz 
Bread by crying Great News in the London Even- 
ing Poſt. I am, 
" ths Couſin, 
Thine eternally, 


SLABBER BIB, 


* 


N 
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The GREEN -ROO ScureLz : Or Drury-Lane in 
an UPROAR. | | 


To the Tune of Goip Joan. 


E Peers, ye Cits, and Beaux, 


Who haunt Pit, Box, and Gaiiry, 
Your Perſons to expoſe, 


And ſhew your Wit and RailÞry, es 
Little Boys! 
Ye Lads, that Soldiers ape; | 
Ye gen'rous keeping Cullies; 
Who, with lank Face and Shape 
At home ſet up for Bullies, FI 
From Quibr*on: 


N mourn your late Dif, 
That ſhut ye from bebing, Sis! 


For there we know's a place, 


Where you much Wo may find, Sirs, | 
The Green-Room. 


D Rox ANA, 
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Roxana, on the Stage, 
Wou'd but appear a Baby, 
Shou'd ſhe with KATE engage; 


Yet ſhe's Nought to a Lady 
Call'd Px Ov. 


Of late theſe Nymphs fell out, 
And had a diſmal Scuffle ; 
D——g/——s, who loves a Rout, 


Neer met with ſuch a Ruffle 
From the D 


KATE, who was long ill-us'd, 
Depended on her Merit, 
But PRO, by all abus'd, 


Said, She had only Spirit, 
Pretty Girl! 


None knew from whence it roſe, 
But *twas about their Duty: 
To riſe by Vit one choſe, 


And t'other by her Beauty : 
Both are Vain 


Who can deſcribe the Airs, 
The Green-Room Girls befitting, 
The Pride and pleafing Leers 


When they're each other twitting ? 


artful N ymphs! 


Hear the loud Storm aſcend !. 
Oh! cruel to your Hearing 
Their diffrent Voices blend, 


And HoTsPvuk interfering, 
Poor B--—ir—y! 


PEG, 
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PEG, in a Tafte polite, - 
At once began the Battle : 
Says ſhe, © You may be right; 
& But this is Tittle-Tattle, 


Red- Facd B—ch! | 


Now briſtles bonny Kate; 
All ready, Loris and fiery, 
„Such Br1ms (cries ſhe) J hate—— 
66 Coud Davey e'er admire Ye !— 
ProsTITuTE! 


«© My Beauty me defends, 
Cries lovely Pretty POV; 
Whilſt you abuſe your Friends; 
And ſo—no more—lI beg you 
HELI's Duc Ess 


Up ſtarts a grey-bair*d Sage —— 
Says Kate —“ *tis moſt provoking ! 
Why ſhou'd you rule the STAGE ? 
Mind Building, Pimping, Foaking, 
Old St. AGE- Geer ! 


From this, ſad Work enſued : 
Old Limo got a Slap, Sir: 
Which he return'd; quite rude! 
And fell d an harmleſs Chap, Sir, 


| Sad Jemwre! 
„My Child ſhan't be abus'd,” | 
Says limping am'rous S—y 
Though Pol I me refusd 
Shou'd you, — The Devil's in ye, | 
they as Saucy Peg ! » 
8 5 500 0 


"at 


As I do think, were Zwallows Nefts ; 


| Bezide the People not a few, 
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Oh L——cy ! then beware 


How you ſuch Balles do truſt to 
For, tho? they ſpeak you fair, 


They e you as a Bus ro, 


PLAYERS ALL 


2 cw. _ a — 
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An EPISTLE rim Gzoxoe Hi, Clerk of 


the Pariſh of M—-rd——n in Dorſet, ts the abſent 
Vicar Mfr ——— 


Eafter, an't pleaſe you, I do zend 
Theſe Len, to Be as a Friend 
1 you'll pardon the Inditing g. 
Becaz I am not us'd to writing 

And that you will not take kind, 

A Word or 20, from poor George Hind. 
For I am always in the Way 

And needs muſt hear what People zay; 
Firſt of the Houſe they make a Joke, | 
And zwear the Chimnies never ſmoke. 
Now the 6ctafion of theſe Jeſts, 


Which chanc'd but t'other Day to wat 
Into the Parlour, Zut and aal. 


Begin to grumble much at you, 

For leaving of them in the Lurch, 

And letting Ztrangers ſerve the Church. 
Who are in heaſt to go agen, 

Zo we han't zung the Lord knows When. 
And for their Preaching (I do know 

As well as mot) tis but 20, 20. 

Zure if the Call you had were right, 


You 'd not vorſake our Neighbours quite : 
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But I do vear you've zet your Aim on 
Naught in the World but vilthy Mam mon. 
The People, when the Church 1 
Do goo a Straggling o'er the Moor, 


A Zundays there is zuch a Hooting ! 


And the youn uires do gao a Zhutin 
If I had —_ ha. 'd a Letter, af 
I think, that I coud tell 'em better. 

But it dont matter what I talk 

To them, or any other Volk : 

Of all I zay they take no heed, 
Meaſter, twou'd grieve you, if you zee d. 
The Boys are come to zuch a Paſs, 
Theyv'e broken ev'ry Pane of Glaſs. 

If you do go the Orchard round, 


＋ ac s not a Quodling to be found. 


I think there's not a Soul that's livi 

Minds the Commandment againſt ing 
Before they're ripe, the Walnut- tree 

Has not a Walnut you can zee. 

Now theſe the Boys cou'd never get, 
Becaz they have no Kernels yet; 

Zome ſay, that in a aartain Place, 


They've pickled them to put in Zauce; 


I'm zure to zave them I was willing. 


Zome Years they*ve yielded vorty Shilling 5 


I'm zorry I'm to write a Letter, 


Zo full of News that is no better ; 
But *twou'd diſpleaſe you to conceal 


Whatever happens, good or ill. 


Zol will tell you one Thing more, 
Which when I zee'd did grieve me ſore. 
The Pars'nage Houſe, that look d ſo tight, 
U pan the Roof is naked quite: 


The | 
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The Wind has ſtript the Thatch away, 
Zo it rains in both Night and Day. 
Theſe Things unto my Mind did bring, 
The Zong of Deb'rab which we zing, 
Againſt a Man (as we read there) 
« The Stars did in their Courſes war: 
But God forbid that ſuch Diſaſter 
Shou'd &er befal my Rev'rend Meaſter. 
Zo hoping that I han't been rude, - 
I think *tis time for to conclude, 
Defiring you will ſtill be kind 
To -, your Friend George H——4. 


P. S. This at the Ale-houſe in our Town, 
On Zunday Night I did write down: | 
And Mrs. M——rt—n—7 do join 
Her humble Zervice, Zir, to mine. 

Wiſhing, if it fo pleaſe the Lord, 

That you to us may be reſtor'd. 

I for my Part wou'd quit the Place, 

To have you come again in Peace: 

And if the Buſhop wou'd conſent | 
When I from M d Clerkſhip went, 
At M—dd—ngt—1 to make me Curate, 
Fd do the Duty —— juſt at your Rate, 

Nor aſk you more than halt the Price, 
Which wou'd another Man ſuffice 
Bezide that I cou'd teach the Ringers, 

And be a Meaſter to the Zingers; 

So you'll conſider my Requeſt, | 

And God direct you for the Bzft, 


4 


* A Town in Nalh Where the Vicar reſided. 5 
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A HyMN for the gib of October 1746, being the 
Thankſgiving Day fer the Victory over the Rebels at 
Culloden. he 3 
OME, Britons, in triumphant Songs 
Your thankful Voices raiſe, 
Come, ſound with thrice Ten- thouſand Tongues, 
Your great Deliv'rer's Praiſe. 
»Twas not our Gen'rals, or their Might, 
Our Strength or Skill in Arms, 
»Twas GoD that put our Foes to flight, 
And huſh'd our dread Alarms. 
Victorious do we ſheath the Sword 
And ſing beneath our Vine? 
Thine is the gen'rous Vintage, Lord, 
The glorious Conqueſt thine, 
Tho' Rome and France, of bloody Fame, 
Were ready to devour, 
Thine Arm their ſanguine Hopes o'ercame, 
And bury'd in an Hour. 
In vain they new Rebellions try, 
To fix the laviſh Chain; 
The Sons of Murder faint and die, 
And thirſt for Blood in vain. 


O let our Iſle now reſt ſecure 
Beneath thy ſheltring Hand, 

Our lov'd Tranquillity reſtore, 
And guard the peaceful Land. 


Let civil Feuds from Britiſb Ground 
Henceforth be baniſh'd far, 

Nor one Rebellious breath be found 
To wake the Trump of War. 

So vain Pretenders ſhall repine, 
And ſtill be forc'd to own 

That Hzav'n itſelf, with Arms divine, 
Protects the Erith Throne. 
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Acts d Monſieur de Premier 


Peintre de ſa Majeſte tres 
Chretienne, pour repreſenter 
dans fon vrai jour. Gloire 


du Roi ſon Maitre, & le 
bonheur de ſes Sujets & de 
fes Alles. 5 


EINTRE, pour bien tracer la gloire de la France, 
Montre moi d'un grand Roi ſeulement Papparence; 

Fais le voir entourẽ d'orgueil de trahiſon; 

Regnant comme un tiran, ronge par ambition; 

Montrez-y des traitez, la bonne foi trahie, 

Le crime ſoutenu, la juſtice bannie; 

Fais le en vironnẽ d'un peuple malheureux, 

Des eſclaves rampants, qui ſe croyent heureux; 

Des hommes nez ſans coeurs, des gens foibles & laches, 

Qui cheriſſent le lien, qui au joug les atache z 

Fais voir deſſous ſes loix, ſon pays abatu, 

Son commerce ruine, ſon negoce perdu z 

A ſes vaſtes projets, eleve un Mauſolee, 

Et repreſente en pleurs | Europe deſolce z 

Pour finir, fais y voir ſe fiant trop a lui, 

Le Genois, I Eſpagnoi, le Bavarois detruit; 

| Mais arrete—1] te faut, pour embellir P auvrage, 

Le parſemer de feu, du ſang & du carnage ; 

Et ecrire en grand mots, a la gloire des Iys, 

Ces ſont ici les faits du monarque Louis, 


A. G. FOURNIER de Pezengs. 
ADVICE 
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ADFICE to te FRENCH 
King's Chief PAINTER, how 
to repreſent in its true light, the 
Glory of his Maſter, and the Hap- 
 pineſs of his Subjekte and his Allies. 


AINTER, diſplay, i in Honour of the State, 

A Monarch only i in Appearance great : 
Swoln with Ambition, let the Tyrant ſtand, 
With Pride and Treach'ry plac'd on either Hand: | 
In ſcraps let broken Treaties ſtrew the Ground, 
Here Vice exulting, and there Juſtice bound : 
Fill his throng'd Levee with a wretched Croud, 
Mean ſneaking Slaves, of fancied Bleflings proud, 
A dull, tame Race, whom nothing can provoke, 
Fond of the Chains that bind them to the Yoke. 
Stript by his Laws, preſent the Country bare, 
And rum'd Commerce ſinking in Deſpair. 
To his vaſt Projects a Mauſoleum raiſe, 
On Europe's Ruins to record his Praiſe. 
And laſt Examples of too eaſy truſt, 
Paint Genoa, Spain, Bavaria, in the Duſt el 
Vet hold. The Work demands one Height nipg more; 
Let all with Fire and Blood be ſprinkled oer; 
And' write beneath, in Gold, ding and plain, 
Theſe are the Symbols, LEVIS, of thy Reign. 


E 
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The LAMENTATIONS of LEWIS the Beloved of 
bis People, for the Toſs of his Ships. 


By a young GxNTLEMAN of the Navy. 


2 ARS, O God of War, hy haſt thou turned 
thy Back upon us, and why fighteſt thou for bur 
Enemies? 


How is my Glory fallen! my Diamonds and wy 
Rubies are no more 


| Inſtead of being Auguſt, how am I Creſt-fallen ! 
Where is now my Invincible? 


hon, Panther, haſt been worried by the Britfþ 
Maſtiffs * 
Thou, O Ambuſcade, haſt been taken in a Snare ! 


Ihe Seri teux is now ſerious enough, but 'tis other- 
wilc®#with my Enemies. 


The Subtile is ſabtle in vain ! 

And the Vigilant ſhall be watchful againſt me! 

What can I do without thee, O Mercury? my Sore 
runneth and is incurable! _ 

O Jaſon! Britain has thy Golden Fleece! 

L' Etcil, my Mooring Star is vaniſhed in a Blaze! 
[ Burnt. ] 
Medea the Sotereſi has forſaken me, the Solebay i is 
returned to her own Home, for which my Heart 


mourns in Tecret, and L Arden: * me with 
. 


The Name is changed by the Lords of the Admiralty. 
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The SECOND PART. 
In à Complaint ts Monfieur Maurepas. 
My Renown! [Le Renomme] Maurepas, is fled, 


and Fear is come upon me. 

O Terrible] my Governor Conflans is in the Hands 
of mine Enemies! 

The Severn is returned to its antient Courſe, 

Neptune is gone over to the Hereticks ! 

George has Poſſeſſion of the Trident, and commands 
the Ocean! 6 

The Raſcals pay no more Reſpe& to the + Fierce 
grand Monarque, than they did to the Boy Charles, 
whom they ſent packing out of Scotland. 

Le Caſtor has a Malevolent Influence upon my 
Maritime Affairs, and I am ſtung to the Heart by the 
Hornet 8. 


1 — 


a 
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Upon the TAx on Coacn ES, Cc. 


Efore Bobemian Anne was Queen, 
Aſtride their Steeds were Ladies ſeen; 
And good Queen Beſs to Paul's, I wot, 
Full oft aſide has jogg*d on Trot: 

Beaus then could Foot it thro? all Weather. 
And nothing fear'd but wear of Leather. 


+ Le Fougueux. || The Name of a Star. Retaken. 


* Confort to King Richard II. who firſt taught th: uſe of a Side- 
| | Saddle to our Exgliſb Ladies. | 
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The LAMENTATIONS of LEWIS 7he Beloved of 
his People, for the Loſs of his Ships. 


By a young GENTLEMAN of the NAvv. 


ARS, O God of War, why haſt thou turned 
| thy Back upon us, and why fighteſt thou for our 
Enemies? 

How 1s my Glory fallen! my Diamonds and wy 
Rubies are no more! LS 
| Inſtead of being Huguſt, how am I Creſt-fallen ! 
Where 1s now my Invincible? = | 
Thou, Panther, haſt been worried by the Briliſb 
Maſtiffs? „ 882 
Thou, O Ambuſcade, haſt been taken in a Snare 
The Serieux is ow ſerious enough, but tis other- 
wiſc with my Enemies. | 
The Subtile is ſubtle in vain ! | | 
| And the Vigilant ſhall be watchful againſt me! 
| What can I do without thee, O Mercury? my Sore 
, 1iunneth and is incurablel  __ 
O 7a/on! Britain has thy Golden Fleece! 7 
L' Etcil, my Moring Star is vaniſhed in a. Blaze 
[Burnt.] TREE | ; 1 WE FETs 
Medea the Soceręſs has forſaken, me, the Solebay is 
returned to her own Home, for which my Heart 
mourns in Tecret, and [Argent fires me with 
. | 3 


The Name is changed by the Lords of the Admiralty, 


The 
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The SECOND PART. 


In a Complaint 7% Monſieur Maurepas. 
My Renown! [Le Renomme] Maurepas, is fled, 


and Fear is come upon me. 

O Terrible] my Governor Conflans is in the Hands 
of mine Enemies! 

The Severn is returned to its antient Courſe, 

Neptune is gone over to the Hereticks! 

George has Poſſeſſion of the Trident, and commands 
the Ocean 

The Raſcals pay no more Reſpe& to the + Fierce 
grand Monarque, than they did to the Boy Charles, 
whom they ſent packing out of Scotland, 

Loe Caſtor has a Malevolent Influence upon my 
Maritime Affairs, and I am ſtung to the Heart by the 
Hornet b. 


Upon the T ax on Coacnrs, Se. 


Efore Bohemian Anne was Queen, 
Aſtride their Steeds were Ladies ſeen ; 
And good Queen Beſs to Paul's, I wot, 
Full oft afide has jogg*d on Trot : 

Beaus then could Foot it thro? all Weather. 
And nothing fear'd but wear of Leather. 


+ Le Fougueux. || The Name of a Star. 5 Retaken. 


* Confort to King Richard II. os firſt 2 the uſe of a Side- 
Saddle to our Exgliſs La 
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But now (ſo Luxury decrees) 

Thc poliſh'd Age rolls on at eaſe: 
Coach, Chariot, Chaiſe, Berlin, Landau, 
(Machines the Antients never ſaw) 
Indulge our gentle Sons of War, 

Who neer will mount Triumphant Car. 
The Carriage marks the Peer's Degree, 
And almoſt tells the Doctor's Fee; 

Bears ev'ry thriving Child of Art 
Ev*n Thieves to Ty#urn claim a Cart. 


O cruel] Law! replete with Pain, 
That makes us uſe our Legs again; 
Or, halt our Pair oblig'd to lack, 
Bids us beſtride the other's Back. 
A Shilling Stage would ſuit with many, 
Who cannot reach an Eighteen-penny. 
Rock muſt enhance the Price of Pills, 
Or drive aga'n one Pair of Wheels, 
The Graduate will be to ſeek, 
Who mounts his Chariot twice a Week : 
For if the Hackney-men ſhould grumble, 
I fear our Phaeton muſt tumble. 
O cruel Law! to raiſe the Fare 
Of Chriſtmas Turkey, Chine, and Hare ; 
The Vails or Wages to retrench 
Of Country Serving-man or Wench, 
Who twice a Year ride up and down, 
Betwixt their native Place and Towns 


O cruel Tax! who muſt not ſay, 
Which only thoſe who will—need pay. 


Thought 
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Thought on the late Expedition, | | 
Cornwall, Dec. 19. 1746. 


H Y our Forces miſcarried, the Wonder is out, 

Your laſt Magazine has clear'd up the Doubt. 

At Boca's Command, the Commander gave Orders, 

Weigh Anchor, my Boys, quit the French and their 
Borders; INES" 

We've Cattle enough, freſh Victuals in plenty, 

And if we ſhould Fight, my Boca will 4 faintie : 

If more + v5 you'd have, Sir, I think you a blunt 
Als; | 

Sic volo, fic jubeo, fit pro ratione voluntas.” 


J. X. 


To the GENIUS of BRITAIN. 


Enius of Britain, ſpread thy Guardian Wing 
O'er thy lov'd Ifle, and round thy fav'rite King, 

One ſacred * Life now reſcue from the Grave, 

Since ſaving one, thou may'ſt an Empire fave. 

Oh! pour in Britain's Wounds the healing Balm, 

Smooth her rough Paſſions, and her Diſcords calm. 

Give her (nor oh! the pious Wiſh difclaim !) 

Or War with Triumph, or a Peace with Fame. 

Her ſacred Rights till teach her to defend, 

And ſcorn that Foe, ſhe cannot make a Friend. 

Where-e'er her Cannons roar, or Croſſes fly, ; 

Plant Dread and Flight, and each pale Terror n'gh. 


1 t Our Country Dialect. 
* The Du ke. 


Let 
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Let Gallia tremble, and let Bourbon fear, 
When glorious William's conqu'ring Troops appear. 
Touch ev*ry Heart with Thirlt of honeſt Praiſe, 
And love of Honour more than length of Days. 
With Courage let her awe, with Virtue—charm, 


Each Realm that courts her Smile, or ſlights her Arm. 


Not fond of Peace, if Peace would but inflave ; - 
Nor dreading War, if War alone can fave. 


— 


An Anatomical E PIT AP H on an Invalid. 
Written by * HIMSELF. 


T ERE lies an Head that often ach'd, 
Here lie two Hands that always ſhak'd ; 
Here lies a Brain of odd Conceit, 
Here lies an Heart that often beat ; 
Here lie two Eyes that daily wept, 
And in the Night but ſeldom ſlept; 
Here lies a Tongue that whining talk'd, 
Here lie two Feet that feebly walk'd ; 
Here lie the Midriff and the Breaſt, 
With Loads of Indigeſtion preſt; 


Here hes the Liver, full of Bile, 


That ne'er ſecreted proper Chyle; 


Here he the Bowels, human Tripes, 


Tortur'd with Wind and twiſting Gripes ; 
Here lies that liv id Dab, the Spleen, 
The Source of Life's fad Tragick ſcene, 
That left Side Weight that clogs the Blood, 
And ſtagnates Nature's circling Flood; 


* The Learned, Facetious and Rev. Vn. Goodzvin, late Fellow 
of Eatos College, and Vicar. of St. Nicholas in Briſſol, who dy'd in 
June laſt, and left ſeveral other Pieces of the like kind. 


Here 
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Here lie the Netves, ſo often twich'd 
With painful Cramps and poignant Stitch; 


Here lies the Back oft' rack*d with Pains, 


corroding Kidneys, Loins, and Reins ; 


Here lies the Skin per Scurvy fed, 
With Pimples and Eruptions red. 

Here lies the Man from Top to Toe, 
That Fabrick fram'd for Pain and Woe; 
He catch'd a Cold, but colder Death 


Compreſs'd his Lungs; and ſtopt his Breath; 


The Organs could no longer go, 
Becauſe the Bellows ceas'd to blow. 
Thus I difſe& this honeſt Friend, 
Who ne'er till Death was at Wit's end; 
For want of Spirits e' er he fell, 

With higher Spirits let him dwell, 

In future State of Peace and Love, 
Where juſt Men's perfe& Spirits move. 


_—_ 
CT 


viſited N—F--K, to bis Friend. 


8 6 . 
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Part of a Letter from à Gentleman, who bas lately 


E faw Sir And — cs, but Ld. V poale's wa, 
At both, we felt a Calenture of Thi 


At both, we ſought i in vain our Throats to cool: 


Dry was the Fountain, and as dry the Poole! 


Heroiſme 


Mais arretes. 


[32] 


Heroiſme de Louis XV. fur le Combat, 


qui s eft donne pres de Village nomme 
la VAI. | 


ORS de danger fur un haut mont, 
Lovis, a Pabri du cannon, 
Se ſervant de Jongue Junette, 
De loin voit, ſans emotion, 
L'acharnement de l'action, 
Et des allies la retraite. 
Morbleu, dit on, comment cela? 
uoi! voir un combat ſans ſe batre? 
C'eſt faire honte a Henri Quatre. 
Voici le cas, _ 
Qui doit d'abord leur ton rabatre: © 
Quand Louis a Parmee va, 


Ce n'eſt que pour voir combat, 


Mais nullement pour y combatre. 


REMARQUE, 


Quand la France jadis, avec un cœur Calli, 
Scavoit, fans s' avilir, obtir a ſes rois, 

Chez ſoi elle prenoit ſes fameux capitaines, 

Tel que le grand Conde, Montmorenci, Turenne; 
Mais rampante aujourd' hui, ſous le joug de Bourbon, 
A fa honte fait choix pour heros d'un Saxon. 
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The Heroiſm of Lewis XV. at the late 
Battle of Var. 


N a Hill, from Danger free, 
Mighty LRwis mounted fee 
With his Glaſs (not Sword) in Hand, 
(To ſurvey, who ſhould command.) 
T here at Eaſe, without Emotion, 
Sees of Subjects Blood an Ocean; 
Sees the dreadful Battle rage, 
Friends and Foes by turns engage; 
Safely keeping there his Seat, 
Till the Enemies retreat. 
Morbleu] you cry, how ſee this Sight ! 
His Subjects Fighting, and not Fight! 
Why tis enough to bring Diſgrace 
On the Fpurth Harry's Fighting Race. 
But Soft and Fair—the Caſe is this, 
Hear, and you'll think it not amiſs. 
Who does all he defign'd—does right; 
He came to ſee and - not to fight. 


REMARK. 


When the French heretofore, like the Gauls whenos 
they ſpring, gee 

Were Subjects ſubmiſs, but not Slaves to their King; 

Of themſelves, they could boaſt, were the braveſt of 
Men, 

Such as Conde the Great, Montmorenci, Turenne : 

By the Lokk of the Bourbons now cruſh'd paſt Relief, 

To their ſhame! from the Saxons they borrow a Chief, 


F EUROPE 
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EUROPE in MASQUERADE: 
1 Or the ROYAL FARCE. 


H E States, at laſt, with one accord 
Have made themſelves a Sov* reign Lord. 
For Publick good ?—Be not miſtaken, 
It was to ſave their own dear Bacon. 
The King moſt Chriſtian does his Work, 
By leaguing with the Heathen Turk, 
The haughty Turk, and Kult Kan, 
Are Friends or Foes, as ſuits their Plan ; 
The Ruſſian Lady plays her Game, 
As fits her Intereſt or Fame. 
| You've ſeen two Curs for Bone at Bay, 
A third has run with it away; 
Juſt ſo the Pr n ſlily watches, 
While others fight, the Prey he ſnatches ; 
At Home behold a mighty Pother, 
Friends worrying Friends, and Brother Brother, 
Puſhing and Elbowing one another. 
To Weſtminſter but turn your Eye, 
And the whole Myſt'ry you'll deſcry, 
The Independents there you'll ſee 
Bawling aloud for Liberty ; 
But if you follow in the Dance, 
They'll lead you blind to Rome or France. 


1351 


An ODE to Sir C- Hoo WA <c. 


Occafion'd by ſeeing an ODE inſcribd to L——04 
C D. | 


HO's this? what! Z——y the Lyrick ? 
Changing his Note to PanecyRICK, 
In fearful Dread of Fighting ? 
But *tis in vain 3; for H-—-y ſwears, 
It * Cynthius won't, hell lug your Ears, 
And make you leave off writing, 


Think you, becauſe you ba—ly fled 
To Sax—y to hide your Head, 
On Odes you ſtill may venture? 
Or wipe off Scandal left at Home, 
By meanly dawbing him, in whom 
All Commendations centre ? 


No; 5. pe chuſes thy Abuſe, 

Deteſting ſuch a filthy Muſe, 
W hoſe very Praiſe is Satire; 

For well he knows the worthleſs K -t is 

Juſt ſuch another as Therſites, | 
For Bulk, Abuſe, and Stature, / 


If charg'd with Courage Man ſhould be, 
(Like Powder in Artillery, 
Proportion'd to the Barrel) 
Can'ſt thou, a Blunderbyſs ſo large, 
With ſcarce a Pocket-Piſtol's Charge, 
Preſume to bounce, or quarrel ? 


* Cynthius aurem wellit & admonuit. 


F 2 | Then 


[36] 
Then quit theſe dangerous, trifling Lays, 
With low Abuſe, or empty Praiſe, 
'Tis Nonfenſe all, and Folly ; 
Or if you will be writing Odes, 
Which ev'ry Mottal here explodes, 
Write Birth-day Odes for Colley. 


There may you ſtretch Poetick Wing, 
Sing Peace, or War, Gop BLESS THE K—06, 
And all his Meaſures praiſe ; 
Then, ſhould old Cy-——ex chance to dye, 
And H——»y lets you come, and try, 
Perhaps you'll get the Bays. 


8 ——_ 1 r _ , a 1 4 — 
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A PASTORAL. 


DIGGON DAVY, ard COLIN CLOUT. 


Dii meliora piis, erroremgue Hoſtibus illum. VIRd. 


Eneath an Hawthorn-bufh, ſecreted Shade, 
The Herdſman Diggon doleful ply'd his Spade; 
A1 he deepning Grave conceal'd him to the Head, 
Near him his Cow, hrs fav*rite Cow, lay dead : 
When o'er the neighb'ring Stile a Shonherd came, 
The Herdſman's Friend, and Colin was his Name: 


Touch'd with the Sight, the kind and guileleſs Swain 
Sigh'd, ſhook his Head, and thus expreſs'd his Pain. 


Cor I' N. 
How! Mull We ſad Miſchance I rue! 
Ah! wretched Diggon, but more wretched Sue | 
D1ccon. 
How could J hope, where fuch Contagion reigns, 
Where one wide Ruin ſweeps the Deſart Plains, 


Where 
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Where ev'ry Gale contains the Seeds of Death, 
That Diggon's Kine ſhould draw untainted Breath? 
Vain Hope, alas! if ſuch my Heart had known, 
Since Mully's gone, the laſt of all my own. 
No more ſhall Suſan {kim the Milky Stream, 
No more the Cheeſe-Curd preſs, or churn the Cream, 
No more the Dairy ſhall my Steps invite, 
So late the Source of Phnty and Delight : 
Thither no more, with Suſan, ſhall I ſtray, 
Nor from her cleanly Hands receive the Whey. 
Sad Plight is ours] nor ours alone! for all 
Mourn the till Meadow, and deſerted Stall. 
COLIN. | 
But have you, Diggen, all thoſe Methods try'd, 
By Book-learn'd Doctors taught, when Cattle dy'd! y 
Or, tho' no Doctor's Remedies prevail, 
Does the good Biſhop's fam'd Tar- Water fail? 
DiGGON. 
Each Art I try'd, did all that Man could do; 
Med'cines I gave, like Poiſon Med'cines flew : | 
The Biſhop's Drink, which 0 me from the 
Grave 
Giv'n to my Cow, forgot its Pow'r to fave. 
The dire Diſeaſe increas'd by ſwift Degrees, 


Till 3 freed Mully; Death, which all Things 
ces! 


. 

{ wou'd not, Digger, now your Grief renew, 
Yet wiſh to hear her Sicknels trac'd by you, 
How firſt it ſeiz d her, and what change its Rage, 
Relentleſs, wrought | in each ſucceſſive Stage. 

Diess 
D-je&ed firſt he hung her drooping Head, 
Refug'd her Meat, and from her Paſture fled ; 
Then dead and languid ſeem'd her plaintive Eye. 
Her Breath grew noiſome, and her Udder dry. 


Erſt 


— — 
— — 
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A Lover's Praiſe a Kiſs rewards no more, 


(35 ] 

Erſt ſweet that Breath as Morning Gales in May, 
And fall that Udder as of Light the Day. 
Scorch'd with perpetual Thirſt, ſhort Sighs ſhe drew, 
Furr'd was her Tongue, and to her Mouth it grew: 
Her burning Noſtrils putrid Rheums diſtill'd, 

And Death's ſtrong Agonies her Bowels fill'd; 

Each Limb contracted, and a Groan each Breath, 
Loſt Eaſe I wiſh'd her, and it came in Death ;— 

Caſt out infected, and abhorr'd by all, 

See how the Uſeful, and the Beauteous fall! 

Not ev'n her Skin, when living, ſleek and red, 

Can aught avail me, Colin, now ſhe's dead. 

8 COLIN. 

May Heav'n relenting, happier Days beſtow, 

Suſpend the Rod, and ſmile away our Woe! 

But if in Juſtice for our Crimes we ſmart, 

If with Affliction Heav'n corrects the Heart, 

*Tis ours, ſubmiſſive, to receive the Stroke, 

Since to repine is only to provoke 

Dic con. 
Hard is the Taſk from Murmurs to refrain N | 
Ev*n Bleſſings paſt increaſe the preſent Pain. 4 
Once in theſe Vales my lowing Herds were fed, 
My Table Plenty crown'd, and Peace my Bed, | B 
My jocund Pipe then tun'd to am'rous Lays, JI” 
A Kiſs repaid me for a Lover's Praiſe. | 
Bleſt Times, farewel! no more thoſe Herds are found. 
No more my Table is with Plenty crown'd ; 
No more my Bed the Sleep of Peace beſtows, 
No more my jocund Strain melodious flows ; 


Toy ſpreads his wanton Wings, and leaves the Shore. 
Pale Want remains with all her meagre Train, 
And only Sighs are echoed o'er the Plain: 
Far hence I'll fly, this ruſtic Garb forgoe, 
And march in red, a Soldier, to the Foe ; 


[ 39 ] 
The French, whoſe Boſoms Papiſh Plots conceal, 
My Hand made heavy by Diftreſs, ſhall feel. 
On Flanders Plains I'll loſe domeſtick Care, 
Deſp'rate thro' Want, and mighty thro' Deſpair. 
And there, if Heav'n at length my Labours crown, 
PI Sow falſe Frenchmen, and Pl] Reap Renown, 


Suſan, farewel 
| COLIN. 

Zooks! yonder o'er the Mead 

The Squire's curſt Maſtiff ſcours with headlong Speed, 

See how my Flock in wild Confuſion flies — ! 

S'lud, if I catch him, by this Hand he dies. 


* tt 
— 


On Miſs MD AN, aſter hearing repeated, 


« If to ber Share ſome Female Errors fall, 
* Look on ber Face, and you'll forget them all. 


Pop E's Rape of the e 


N Nature 'twas kind, by the Charms. of a Face 

To hide Faults which would elſe the fair Female 
diſgrace ; 

But why did the Goddeſs ſuch Beauties reveal 

In Madan, who ne'er had a Fault to conceal ? 


nd, | — — | „ 1 


To Lady WiNCHELSEA, occafion'd by four Verſes in the 


Raye of the Lock. ; 


By Mr. Pop R (not in his Wirks.) ; 
N vain you boaft Poetick Names of yore, 
And cite thoſe $ap2425 we admire no more: 


Fate 


The 
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Fate doom'd the Fall of ev'ry Female Wit, 
But doom'd it then when firſt Ardelia writ, 
Of all Examples by the World confeſt, 

I knew Ar delia could not quote the beſt : | 
Who, like her Miſtreſs on Britannia's Throne, 
Fights and ſubdues, in Quarrels not her own. 
To write their Praiſe you but in vain eſſay; 
F'en while you write, you take that Praiſe away: 


Light to the Stars the Sun does thus reſtore, 
And ſhines himſelf, till they are ſeen no more. 


— — — — a . 
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Lady WincCHELSE A's Anſwer. 


Ifarm'd with ſo genteel an Air, 
The Conteſt I give o'er 
Yet, Alexander, have a care, 
And ſhock the Sex no more : 


We rule the World our Life's whole Race, 
Men but aſſume that Right ; 
Firſt Slaves to ev'ry tempting Face, 
Ihen Martyrs to our Spite. 


You of one Orpheus ſure have read, 
Who would like vou have writ, 
Had he in London Town been bred, 
And poliſh'd too his Wit. 


But he, poor Soul, thought all was well, 
And great ſhould be his Fame; 
When he had left his Wife in Hell, 
And Birds and Beaſts could tame. 


47] 

Yet vent'ring then with ſcoffing Rhymes 
The Women to incenſe; 

Reſenting Heroines of thoſe Times 
Soon puniſh'd his Offence : | 


And as the Hebrus rolld his Scull, 
And Harp beſmear'd with Blood 

They claſhing as the Waves grew full, 
Still harmoniz'd the Flood. 


But you our Follies gently treat, 
And ſpin ſo fine the Thread 
You need not fear his aukward Fate, 
The Lock won't coft the Head. 


Our Admiration you command, 
For all that's gone before; 

What next we look for at your Hand F 
Can only raiſe it mare, | 


Yet ſooth the Ladies, I adviſe, © ho ES: 
(As me to Pride has wrought) 

We're born to Wit, but to be Wile, 

By Admonition taught. 


New Nicnt-TaroucaTs on DEATH, 
4 Parop v. * By Mr, W n. 


'Night ! dark Night! wrapt round with S/ygian 
Gloom! 


Thy Riding-hood opaque, ; wrought by the Hands 


*”. 


* On the firſt Night-Thought, 
GE; of 


Of Clotho and of Atropos <=atheſe Hands | 
Which ſpin my Thread of Life!—ſo near its End. 
Ah wherefore, filent Goddeſs, 'do'ft thou now 
Alarm with Terrors? - Silence ſounds Alarms 
To me, and Darkneſs dazzles my weak Mind! 


Hark! *tis the Death-watch ! Pofis themſelves can ſpeak | 


His awful Language. Stop, inſatiate Worm! 

I feel thy Summons :—to my Fellow- worms 

Thou bidſt me haſten -] obey thy Call, 

For wherefore ſhould I live ? Vain Life to me 

Is but a tatter'd Garment,—a patch'd Rag, 

That ill defends me from the Cold of Age. 

Crampt ate my Faculties; my Eyes grow dim: 

No Mufic charms my Ear, no Meats my Tafte ; 

The Females fly me—and my very Wife, 

Poor Woman! knows me not! 
Ye fluttering, idle Vanities of Life, 

Where are you flown ? — The Birds that us'd to ſing 

Amidſt my ſpreading Branches, now forſake 

The Lifeleſs Trunk, and find no Shelter there. 

What SLife?—What's Death?—thus coveted and fear'd. 

Life is a fleeting Shadow ;—Death no more! 

Death's a Dark- Lantern, Life a Candle*s-end 

Stuck on a Save-all, ſoon to end in Stink. 

The Grave's a Privy; Life the Ally green 

Directing there—where Chance on either Side 

A Sweet-briar Hedge, or Shrubs of brighter hue 

Amuſe us, and their treach'rous Sweets diſpenſe. 

Death chaces Life, and ſtops it ere it reach 

The topmaſt Round of Fortune's reſtleſs Wheel. 

Wheel! Life's a Wheel, and each Man is the Aſs 

That turns it round, receiving in the End 

But Water, or rank Thiſtles for his Pains! 

And yet, Lorenzo, if conſider'd well, 

A Lite of Labour is a Life of Eaſe; 

Pain gives true Joy, and Want is Luxury. 


Pleaſurs * 
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[43]. 
Pleaſure, not Chaſte, is like an Opera Tune, 
Makes Man not Man, and caſtrates real Joy. 
Would you be merry? ſearch the Charnel-houſe, 
Where Death inhabits, give the King of Fears 
A Midnight Ball, and lead up Holben's Dance.“ 
How weak, yet ſtrong; how eaſy, yet ſevere, 


Are Laughter's Chains ! which thrall a willing World. 


The noiſy Ideot ſhakes her Bells at all; 
Nor een the Bible, or the Poet ſpares. 
Fools banter Heav'n itſelf, O Young and thee ! 


* —— g 3 


A APOLOGY. 


Ealous for Truth, and Careleſs of Applauſe, 
We find no Fault while Britain has no Cauſe, 
St 7, we know, are neceſſary Things 
To pleaſe the Worſt, and ſerve the Beſt of Kings: 
But under the beſt King we muſt complain, 
If all bis Virtues and his Views are vazn : 
Vain for this Reaſon—that the Courtier-ſtrife, 
Is, who ſhall beſt ſucceed in private Life ; 
Av' rice and Pride extinguiſh Thirſt of Fame; 
This wants a Fortune, that a Titled Name : 
Not C—chmen from the Charge exempted are, 
Who Market for the Mitres they would wear. 
»Tis Private all; —the Publick is no more! 
Hence Britain's Arms prevail not, as of yore 


5 


Alluding to twenty Emblematical Repreſentations of the Progreſs 
of Death, painted on the Walls of a Church at Bafl, call'd Holben's 
Dance of Death, which ſhew the maſterly Invention of that cele- 


brated Genius, 


G 2 Hence | 


[44] 
Hence grow new ffuitleſs Debis, the ol unpay d; 
Hence all our Schemes and Counſels are bet 4; 
Hence Projets are effay*d by Means unfit, 
And Sulje# riſes for S4 RAST I WIr. 
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A Sailor in his Majeſty s 2 the T artar, 1 ſentent7 
to the Cutso' nine-tails, ſpore the n Lines to his 
- ommander. 


Y your Honour's Command, 
An Example I ſtand, 
Of your Juſtice to all the Ship's Crew : 
I am hamper'd and ftripp'd 


And it I am whipp'd, 
"Tis no more than I own is my Due. 
In this ſcurvy Condition, | _ 


1 humbly. Petition 
To offer Ge Lines to your Eye: 
Merry Jon, ty ſuch Traſh, 
Once avoid ed the Laſn, 
And if Fate and you pleaſe, fo may J. 


There is Nothing you hate, 
I'm inform'd, like a Cat; 
Why, your Honour's Averſion is mine: 
If Puſs with one Tail, 
Can ſo make your Heart fail, 
O] ſave me from that which has Nine. 


Note, He was pardow'd, "and 15 now „ Boar /ewaſh of 8 
"PO Ship. 


BRITANNIA 


[x] 5 
BRITANNIA revived; the Hint ſuggeſted by Mr. R. T. 


E R Lance inverted, Head reclin'd, 
As late Britannia penfive fate, 
evolving in her anxious Mind 
The Woes of her declining State; 
Fame in her rapid Flight drew near, 

And founding loud from ev*ry Tongue, 
Hawke! Anſon! Warren! in her Far, 
The Genius rouz'd, depreſs'd fo long. 
If Anson, Warren, Hawke, ſhe ſaid, | 

Now riſing with a ſprightly Bound, 

Are known to Fame, my Laurell'd Head 
With Priſtine Glory ſhall be crown'd. 
No more Pl] ſigh, no more complain, 

My antient Rights at length reſtor'd, 

Reſtor'd my Empire o'er the Main, | 
And dreaded round the Globe my Sword. 


KC. 
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4 Whimfical RECEIPT, perfiih in the Modern Taft. 


AKE a Tory that meaſures two Yards in the 

Waiſt, | 

That can drink up 2 Gallon of Wine at a Feaſt ; 

Who ſtands up for the Church, tho* a Place he ne'er 

enters, : 

And heartily damns the whole Se& of Diſſenters : 

Who has Faith and Religion as far as the Names, 

And believes in the Creed that was taught by King 
James : | 78 3 


In a Word, who holds Conſcience and Truth at De- 


„ fiance, 


And is never ſincere, but with Rogues in Alliance. 
hen 


118 
When you've found out the Man, which I think will 
be ſoon; . 4 
For it cannot be long, if you know the Half Moon; 
You muſt take out his Brains (if he's any to ſpare) 
For his Guts are enough, if they fill but the Chair : 
Stuff his Head, when its empty with Pride and Conceit, 
And a thorough Diſlike to the Meaſures of State; 
With a Hate of the Whigs, and a Paſſion for Gold, 
And the Hopes to be fam'd for a Knave when he's 
old: © 
This obſerv'd with Exactneſs, let him never be ſober, 
And he'll make a good Diſh t'wards the End of October. 


C. B, 
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In Honous of the firſt of MARCH. 


WE: good St. Davip, as od Writs record, 
Exchang'd his ſacred Craſier for a Sord; 
Nor Drum nor Standard kept his Men together 

Each ſmelt his Neighbour's vegetable Feather : 

In Heart and Stomach ſtout, they turn'd not Crupper ; 
The Foe their Breakfaſt was; the Leek—— their Supper, 


** 
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The DowWwN FALL of WESTMINSTER BRIDGE. 


Sing not of Battles, nor do I much chuſe 

With too many Vict'ries to burden my Muſe ; 
I fing not of Actions that riſe to Renown ; 
But I fang of a monſtrous huge Bridge tumbling down, 
Derry avon, down, hey derry down, 


The | 


1 9 
The Work of nine Summers, the Toil of nine Years; 
Supported by Commons as well as by Peers : _ 
And by Peers, I aſſure you, ſo firm and ſo good, 
That, unlike to » moſt others, they were not of Wood. 


Derry down, down, . &c, 


They were fram'd, as to all it is very well ns 
Of 2 maſſy Blocks of good Portland Stone : 
For Stone*s in ſuch Vogue univerſal of late, 
That—his Grace's Support upholds Kg, Church, and 
State. Derry down, down, &c, 


But our Conſtitution how firm muſt it ſtand, 
When hard Stone's the Upholder of all the Land : 
Tho? &en Stone itſelf, unto Time muſt give way, 
Or . ge had not fall'n to this Day. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


Come, Muſe, fi ing the Cauſe, and ſet forth the Man, 
The Great Architef ! that projected the Plan; 
Who firſt built a Bridge—O forbear now all Laughter!-- 
And ſought a Foundation——almoft nine Years after. 


Derry down, down, &c. 


Pre heard much talk of building great Caſtles in Air, 


Tho' in troth, I ne'er yet could perceive any there; 


But his Genius and Parts muſt put all to a ſtand, | 
Who endeavour'd to build a Bridge on a Quitkſand. 
* down , down, Sc. 


Who founded TS Piers on a Bed of ſoft Clay, 5 
With a Quickſand beneath, that would ſurely give way: 
Tho' clumſy the Work, it ſurpriz'd all the Town; 
But much more ſurpriz d. w when its Height brought it 

down. Derry down, e Sc. 


— 


Now 


[4] _ 
_—_ was in thoſe Days, that were ne'er ſeen be- 
| ore, 


When moſt Knawes were grown ohh, and moſt bon 

Men poor 3 | | 
Then, whoc'er croft the. Thames, muſt certainly ferry, 
Either in the Rae or elſe in a Nherry, 


Derry down, down, c. 


A 1 Time for the firſt they were oft forc'd to kay, 
The Paſſage was dang'rous—and for both they muſt 


Pay: 
Thus theſe Evil affected all thoſe that colt , 
Both the Peer and his Mi , —and the Squire and his 
Were. Derry down, down, Oc. 


Theſe Griefs to remove, now all Parties conſult, | 
And of their wiſe Councils this was the Reſult, 
That a Bridge ſhould be built, to paſs o'er the Water,” 
But how ? ——or * whom ?—it was not much matter. 

Derry down, down, Se. 


The firſt they referr d unto a Committee, 
Who brought it E= in ſpight of the City; 
The latter they heeded not ſo it were done, 
* by a Hod. Carrier, or a 3 x. 


Derry down, down, Cc. 


I, 8 b. the Uſe of your Name, 
On a Subject inferior by much to your Fame; 
Your Fame, which ſhall laſt long as Inigo Jones, 
Whilſt others decay, like their Mortar and Stones. 


Derry down down, & c. 


N thoꝰ in a a Ricke all Parties concurr' , 
Let on the Piers 3 long while demurr'd; 


But 
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But at length they decreed them of Stone - By're Lady, 
They'd too many Woaden ones among them already. 
Derry acwn, dawn, &c. 
But then for the 4rches, ſo ſtately and thick, | 
Were they to be Wooden, or to be of Brick Ry 


Of neither, in Troth for *tis very well known, 
That all publick Works ſhould be faſhion'd of Store. 
| Derry down, down, Sc. 
The Arches and Piers were thins quickly ſet out, 
And the Bridge, ſo deſign'd, muſt be ſoon "Tt about; 
But the Money — Gadzooks.—muſt be had firſt of all, 
Or elſe this fine Bridge, een in Embryo muſt fall. 
Derry down, down, c. 
Therefore, that Delay might create no Vexation, 
They reſolv'd the Expence ſhould be paid by the Nation; 
Tho; the Benefit of it reached but to two Counties, 
It ſhould be at the Coſt of the whole Kingdom's 
Bounties, Derry down, down, Sc. 
And now that the Money be levied ſtraightway, 
They inſtantly ſet the whole Nation to play 3 
The Game, altho? old, yet moſt happily took, 
T was called bs will prick in my Lottery, Book ? 
Derry down, down, Ec. 
The Cauſe why this Game had juſt now ſuch Succeſs 
Is ſoon to be told thoꝰ not eaſy to gueſs: 
Fortune's known unto Whores, and to Baſtards to fly, 
And all to her Favours their Rights wou'd fain try. 
| Derry down, down, &c. 
A Penny by Chances worth a Pound got by Care, 
And all were in ſuch hafte the Dame's Favours to ſhare, 
That the Cit left his Counter, the P- left the Court, 
And immediately all to Change-Alley reſort. 
Dierry down, down, Ec. 
The Sharpers relin uch d their Cards and their Dice, 
To juggle with Tic ets, at a very high Price: 
The Jockeys forſook too their Newmarket Race, 
With Jew: and Stockjobbers Change- Alley to grace. 
yy down, down, &c. 
H Bot 
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Both Porters and Carr-men thus left off to ply, 
That with other Fools they their Luck now might try : 
E'en Milkmaids and Sweepers put in for their Shares 
o Fortunes kind W Garters and Stars. 
£ Derry down, down, &c. 
SY No Diſtinctions, at preſent, divided Mankind; 

And Fortune makes none: for you know ſhe is blind. 
But the Wiſe and the Fooliſh, the Honeſt and Knave, 
All ftrove, that ſome Share 1 in the Game they might 

have. Derry down, down, &c. 

Thus public Vice it ſaved private Men's Purſes, 

And the Bridge it was founded on the Oaths and the 
Curſes 

Of all the Advent'rers on whom Fortune ſhould frown, 
Enough of all Reaſon——to fink a Bridge down. 
| Derry down, down, &c. 
The Money thus rais'd, they fright ſought for a Man, 
That of this great Work ſhould ſketch out the Plan; 
And he muſt be a Man—that could Bridges erect, 
A Free Maſon—at leaſt—and a good Architect. 

Derry down, down, &c. 
Such was: and a Peer of nice Taſte, 
And he was the Perſon - they pitch'd on at laſt: 
For Building — his Fame it was very well known, 
As old“ Sarah, if living, would honeſtly own. 

Derry down, down, e. 

But; alas! fince ſhe's dead, all that now can be faid, 
Is——he built her a Houſe——and for it ſſic paid; 

But the Price matters not: =*twas enough to be ſure, 

From building more Houſes the D—-j{ to cure. 
Derry down, down, 2. c . 

It's Name I've forgot ; but at ak Fas ſhall call 

It, only for Rhime ſake, by don Hall. 

A Houſe moſt commodious ! —and ſurely it ought, 

As it coſt dear in Building —tho + cheaply 'twas bought. 


Derry down, down, Sc. 
* Late Dowager D—=tch—ſ5 of e 


+ Being Part of the forfeited Eſates of the South-Sea Dire&ers, 
became a cheap Purchaſe. 
2 — Now 
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Now, fraug ht with Feols Pence, our Builder defigns 
The Plan of : Work, with Circles and Lines: 
But what ſurpriz'd all Connoiſſeurs in the Nation, 
He never once thought to inſpect the Foundation. 
Derry down, down, Se. 
Howe'er he went on, and erected his Piers, 
That, to look at, would laſt ſome hundreds of Years ; 
His Arches were turn'd ; and the Work almoſt done, 
When, alas! the fine Bridge i it began to fink down. 
Derry down, down, Sc. 
How chanc'd this Diſaſter Wb thus, as ſome ſay, 
The Arches were fix d on a Bed that gave Way; 
But others declare twas Thames“ Anger and Spite, 
That damag'd the Work—— Who knows which is 
right? Derry down, down, Sc. 
His Paſſage, the God being vex'd to ſee croſs'd, 
Moft furiouſly foam'd, and his Waves about toſs'd ; 
But yet all his Foam and his Rage were in Vain, 
For the Bridge ſtood up firm, and was like to remain. 
Derry dawn, down, Sc. 
With Rage almoſt ſpent, he look de down in the Water, 
And ſaw the Bridge preſſing of Ouze, his black Daughter; 
He reſcues the Girl from the Raviſher's Arms, - 
When down finks the Bridge, — and the Town fore 


alarms. Derry down, down, &c. 
My L d, when he heard it, he rav'd, ſtorm'd 
and [wore,. 


That he'd ne'er undertake to build a Bridge more, | 
Till firſt that he knew on what Foundation. it ſtood, . 
And never to build on a ſoft ouzy Mud, 
Derry down, down, &c, 

Take Warning, ye Builders and Architects all, 
How Bridges ye build, left down they ſhou'd fall; 
And on this L—d's Method, pray never rely, 
But be ſure, the firſt Thing——the Foundation to try. 


Derry down, down, &fc. 
H 2 And 
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And thau, great Architect, Ol project not in vain, 
To prop up What's finking ; but let it remain; 
Leſt that a jeſt - you become to the Toten, | 
When, even at laſt, your fine Bridge is quite down. 
DOE Derry down, down, e. 
Perhaps, that in finking, of Years half a Score 
It may take, ere it reaches the Bottom, or more : 
When you, for your Comfort, may chance to be rotten, 
If not ſo already — and all quite forgotten. 
| Derry down, down, c. 
But however that be, een let it decay; 
And continue to fuk—till it Ants quite away: 
Of G !-B——#'s Follies we've enough yet in fight, 
Altho' you and your Bridge were in Thames plung'd 
down right. Derry down, down, Se. 


— 
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* 


PLOT  NOPLOT. or Sir WILLIAM 
and his SP Y foild: A new BALLAD. 


VE Lords, and ye Commons, give Ear to my Ditty, 


While I tell of a Plot lately hatch'd in the City. 
You have heard how a Mountain once brought forth 
2 Mouſe. SE | 
Such a Labour I ſing No Offence to the H—. 


A Sett of True Britons, who've neer ſold a Vote, 
And ſcorn'd for Court-Favgur to alter their Note, 
Met together at Dinner, as thinking with Reaſon, 


Roaſt Beef in Old England cou'd ne er be deem'd Treaſon. | 


| | Derry down. 

Tho? they met, as they tell you, no Miſchief intending, 

| Yet the Proof of the Pudding is found in the ſpending 
For as Children are frighten'd with Tales of a Ghoſt, 

So our Courtiersthey'xe ſcar'd with the Sound of a Toaſt. 


Dierry down. 


Derry down. | 


- &® 


.. bao 


| Beſides, as he held, in ſuch dangerous Times, 


Sure all will believe Honeſt Gentleman Harry. DFR th 
OE Derry down. 
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Nor think this Alarm of our Miniſtry ſtrange; 
For who know what's meant by the Royal Exchange 2 
Then the Words abſent$tewargs ſmell ſtrong of Rebelling, 
Since to make dem High-Treaſon---wants only the 
Spelling. 28 Derry down. 
Sir . ſuſpecting ſome horrid Defign, 24 
That endanger'd his Place and the Proteſtant Line, 
Diſpatch'd a Court- Engine, whoſe Ear and whoſe Eye 
Might remark what was doing — ſome call him a Spy, 
5 | | Derry down. 
But ſome, who were ſurely no Friends to the Crown, 
Not liking the Face of our Spy, knock'd him down: 


=o 
For Tories to eat and to drink were high Crimes ; 

So no Meal-Tub or Harlequin Puppy before, 

Produc'd ſuch a Plot as this Dinner, he ſwore, 


Derry down. 
To the H e he complain'd then, and ſtraight was 
appointed 


To ſearch out this Scheme gainſt the Lord's High 
Anointed ; „ | Ts 
But like Scrub, when his Plot he reveal'd to Friend Martin, 
Knowing not what to make on't, he thought made it 
certain. | Derry down. 
For ſo cloſely theſe Tories their Project had ſmother'd, 
That the more he enquir'd the leſs « diſcaver'd: _ 
So finding not one Wrinkle more in his A "i 
The H——e all concluded this Plot but a Farce. 
| Ea Derry down. 
Our Stateſman then cry*'d, ſince we've made ſuch a 
Pother, | 33 


The Knight ſore enrag'd at this cruel Diſaſter, 
Thought a Plot for his Noddle would prove a 


Plaiſter. Derry 


And this Plot's too young, let us cook up another; 
0. 


For altho* our Knight's Credit has chanc'd to miſcarry, 
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| | | 
| BOEOTIA; « POEM. Humbly Addreſſed 8 
| to his Excellency PHILI Earl of CHRESTERTIEZILD. A 
By the Rev. WILLIAM Dunxin, D. D. B 
S late I mus'd upon the Fates C 
Of various Monarchies and States, V 
The Revolutions on this Ball, 2 
The Riſe of Empires, and their Fall, U 
Ambition, Power, Pleaſure, Strife, F 
And all the ſplendid Woes of Life, 1 
The ſolid Views and watchful Schemes N 
Of Men appear'd as empty Dreams : | BY 
While Indignation fill'd my Mind, 
I figh'd in Pity to my Kind, It 
Till ſunk in Meditation deep, V 
Inſenſible I fell aſleep, A 
As if repos'd to reft : yet fraught | Fr 
With active, viſionary Thought, [t 
Tranſported byond Seas I ſtand | 8 T 
On fam'd BOEOTIA's magic Land, | A 
When, lo! a Thebhan Bard appear'd, 
Serene his Front, and ſage his Beard: Fe 
A cireling Crown of Bays he wears, | In 
That dignifies his hoary Hairs; | TI 
One Hand compos'd his looſe Attire, De 
And one ſuſtains an antient Lyre. Sh 
He meek ſalutes me with a Smile, | Bu 
' Deſcending to familiar Stile. 5555 
While at his graceful Stature high, A 
Majeſtic Mien and Eagle-Eye, = 
As ſmitten with religious Awe | A 
I ſtood abaſh'd, and would withdraw. At 
Approach, he ſays, and lend an Ear, ; 
Nor Danger from Ampbian fear. | 1 W 
The pious Bards, who till theſe Glebes, M 
Or live within the Walls of Thebes, „ 
Are ever hoſpitable found; 7 85 Tt 


For here you tread on Claſſic Ground. : 01 
Each 
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Each Gueſt (and be it long our boaſt) 
Shall find an eaſy chearful Hoſt. 
All Men who breath Bæotian Air, 
But chiefly Strangers, are our Care. 
Contented with our preſent Store, 
We ſeek from Providence no more, 
On Nature's Bounty freely live 
Unbounded, and as freely give. 
To Pbæbus we devoutly true, 
The Ruft of Lucre never knew, 
No Paſſion, but his purer Flame, 
No Luft, but that of honeſt Fame. 
Thoſe Walls, that Citadel, which ſhrouds 
Its Head imperial in the Clouds, 
To letter'd Eyes diſtinctly ſhine, 
And own their Architect divine, 
From Harmony ſuch Beauty ſprings; 
| touch'd the Silver-ſounding Strings: 
The Rocks began to move enorm, 
And rolPd ſpontaneous into. Form. 
Beotia, memorable lon 
For valiant Deed and lofty Song, 
In Tears had utter'd her Complaints, 
That ſhe condemn'd to fad Reſtraints, 
Deſpis'd, neglected, and oppreſt, 
Should ever ſtand a publick Jeſt. 
But Zove, in Pity to her Cries, 
That often rent the diſtant Skies, 
At length amidſt the grand Affairs 
Of high Olympus, hears her Pray'rs, 
Aſſenting to her Wiſhes, nods, 
And thus harangues the frequent Gods. 
To each of you, ye ſacred Pow'rs, 
Who ſhare with me theſe bliſsful Bow'rs. 
My Subſtitutes, I have afſign'd 
Some Province over human Kind. 
Triumphant Mars conducts the Race 
Of quiver-bearing hardy Thrace, 


- 


Tarentum 


[ 56] 
Tarentum and Sidonia's Coaſt 
Through you their diſtant Commerce boaſt, 
O Neptune, who the Realms divide, 
To bleſs them with a golden Tide. 
Thee Lemnos hails, #tnean Sire, 
Array'd with Majeſty of Fire, 
To forge againſt the bold Reyolts 
| Of Rebels my terrific Bolts, 


Gay Pan, attended by the Fauns, 
And Satyrs dancing o'er the Lawns, 
Attunes the rural Reed, and roves 
Licentious through Lycean Groves; 
Or gently waves with awful Hand 
His Crook, the Scepter of Command, 
To teach the tender bleating Breed 
Amid the verdant Vales to feed, 
Or lead from nightly Wolves and Cold 
His fleecy Subjects to their Fold. 
You Pallas, in Perfection born, 
With Arts divine your Sons adorn, 
And wide through Attica rever'd, 
Protect the Towers, which you rear'd. 
And yet behold a Nation, known 
For old Allegiance to my Throne?! 
For me their choiceft Victims feed, 
And Hecatombs unnumber'd bleed: 
To me with reverential Vow, | 
Their blameleſs Priefts obedient bow, 57 
And pour unſparing at my Shrine | 
Libations of the pureſt Wine. | 
If Virtue claims'a juſt Reward, 8 2 
Baæotia merits my Regard: 5 But 
N | oo t, 


But, 


wy . 
But ſhe, renown'd of old for Arts, 
 Accompliſh'd Heads and martial Hearts; 
Is now become the Ridicule 
Of each unbred, unletter'd Fool. 
But Phæbus thou, my Son ſublime, 
Reviſit this unhappy Clime. 
To thee I delegate my Might, 
Thou genial God of Wit and Light. 
There exerciſe thy guardian Sway, 
Though Demigods lament thy Stay. 
Thy Beams ſhall baniſh 8 Deſpair, 
And purify the groſſer Air. 
Each pleaſing Attribute is thine, 
Thou, ſkill'd in Pharmacy divine, 
Shalt all her Perturbations calm, 
And give to eviry Wound a Balm, 
Thy. Quiver, with becoming Pride 
Suſpended by thy regal Side, | 
duch as adorns the Virgin Queen, 
dhall teem with Darts and Arrows keen, 
Though none, but Animals malign'd 
By Vice, and preying on their Kind, 
dhall ever from 3 know 
The feather'd Vengeance of thy Bow. 
Go then nor ſhalt thou go alone, 
trea ſhall ſupport thy Throne, 
Nor ſhall ſhe bluſh again to ſee 


he World, when countenanc'd by thee ; 
er ſhall the never-failing Horn | 


Dt Plenty, Joy, Content adorns, 

While ſhe, by paſſing Craud ador'd, 

ha!l poiſe the Scales, and wield the Sword. 
Thy Brother Mercury ſhall deign 

o lead the Graces in thy Train, 

nd they to mortal Eyes reveal 

heir Beauties half, and half conceal. 

The Muſes ſhould obey thy Call, 

t they in Thee are centred all. 


Then 
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Then ſhall Bæolia's Offspring riſe, 

To lift her Glories to the Skies, 

Thebes rival Athens in her Charms, 

And ſhine in Arts, as well as Arms. 
Already ſhe thy Preſence waits, 

See ruſhing through her crouded Gates 

Her Poets, each with Rapture led 

+ To bow to thee the laurel'd Head! 

T hy great Example ſhall inſpire 

Their Souls with more exalted Fire, 

And teach the Druids of the Grove 

To celebrate thy Father Fove. 

That lenient and enchanting Hand, 

Whoſe melting Modulations bland 

Infernal Anguiſh could aſſwage, 

Yet cruſh'd the baneful Python's Rage. 

But there no Peſt, in Volymes roll'd, 

With flaming Creſt of ſcaly Gold, 

And forky Tongue, awakes our Fear, 

Or darts Defiance at thy Spear. 
Vertumnus at thy Sight renews 

The Beauties of a thouſand Hues, 

And rich Pomona, who had pin'd 

So long by wat'ry Clouds confin'd, 

Thy Radiance bluſhing to behold, 

' Diſplays her vegetable Gold, | 

While yellow Ceres through the Land 

Invites the luſty Reaper's Hand. 

Bright Liberty like this above, 


Which know no Bands, but thoſe of Love, 


Eſtabliſnes her Empire now, oy 
And Peace extends her Olive Bough. 
Bæotia cheriſh'd by thy Rays 
Begins a Courſe of Halycon Days, 
While many troubled Nations round, 
Excited by the brazen Sound 
Of horrid War, with Shygian-Breath 
Spread Ruin, Rage, and mutual Death. 
So Delos, which had ſtray'd, before 
Latona ſanctify'd her Shore, 


„ 
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Confeſs'd the preſent God in you, 
And firft a firm Foundation knew, 
While other Iſles no Reſt could gain, 
Toſs'd through the wide Ægean Main. 
He ſaid: Away the Viſion flies; 
I ſudden ſtarting in Surprize, 
Was *waken'd by the glad Uproar, 
That CHESTERFIELD was ſafe on Shore. 


King Harry the Ninth's SpEECH to both Houſes of P—-----T, 
My Lords and Gentlemen, - be 
t is with particular Pleaſure that I meet this new P—m—t? 
which I have called much ſooner than was expected, pur- 
poſely to oblige our good Friends, and faithful Allies, the 
S—tes-G—] of the united P=-y—n—s; and to evince them, 
and all Z—pe of the entire Dependence that I have upon the 
Affections of my People; nor do J in the leaſt doubt, but that 
you are met together with a full Reſolution, of giving me your 
Advice and Aſſiſtance, with that Unanimity, as will af- 
ford the World convincing Proofs of your Duty and Fidelity 


to me, your particular Regard for the the Intereſt of the D-, 


and your ardent Zeal for the common Cauſe. As ſuch your 
Proceeding muſt add vaſtly to the Weight and Credit of our + 
Affairs. Abroad, in the preſent Criſis, and effectually ſupport 
the tottering Greatneſs of our truſiy Friends, and 1 85 — Allies, 
the H- ders, ſo it will be noleſs deſtructive to thoſe Deſigns, that 
our Enemies may have formed againſt the publick Welfare, 
and particularly againſt the Peace and Tranquillity of theſe 
Kingdoms, by convincing them of your being thoroughly de- 
termined, vigorouſly to ſupport ſuch Meaſures as I ſhall find 
neceſlary to be taken, in order to obtain a /afting, ſafe, and 
honourable Peace for ourſelves, and our Allies, which has all 
along been the ſole Point that I have had in View. 

With much Concern I muſt acquaint you, that our Ex- 
deauours on the Continent this Summer, have not been attended 
with ſuch Succeſs, as I could have wiſhed for; owing to the 
want of Vigour in our Allies, and the Deficiency of thoſe Troops 
which they brought into the Field ; whereby my Subjects have 
been left to ſignalize themſelves againſt an almoſt innumerable 
Hoſt of Enemies. As theſe Things ever furniſned Matter, of 
Complaint during the laſt War, ſo it will be almoſt impoſ- 
ſible to remedy them in this; any otherways than by taking a 
greater Number of their Forces into our Pay, and by enlarging 
their ſeveral Subſidies. Tho? by this means we ſhall in a man- 
ner take the whole Burther 7 the War upon our own ow” 
| | e 2 | | . 


— 
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ders, it may perhaps be better for us, at the preſent JunQure, fo 
to do, than to rely as hitherto, on thoſe Powers, whoſe Cotwardice, 
Treachery, or Weakneſs, may ſo far prevent them from aſſiſting 


us to Dy/treſs the Enemy, as rather to become an Anneoyance to 


ourſelves, And indeed, tho? I have made uſe of the utmoſt Efforts 
in my Power, to ſpirit up and invigorate our Allies to be ſanguine in 
the common Cauſe; yet the Quotas which they have hitherto fur- 
niſhed, either in Men, Money, or Valour, have been very incon- 
ſiderable, when compared with what my People have always 
cheerfully and readily contributed towards carrying on this 72 
and neceſſary War, ; | 

I have lately, in Conjunction with our true and ſteady Friends 
and Allies, the St——5-G——1, entered into a Treaty of Sub- 


fidy, for the March of forty thouſand R----ns, to the Aſſiſtance 


of the allied Army, which have been hitherto, tho' often pro- 
miſed, fo long retarded; and may again meet with ſuch freſh 
Obſtacles, as will prevent their ſetting out, ſhould you heſitate 


a Moment upon enabling me to make good the Engagements 
I have entered into on this Occaſion. I ſhall order a Copy of 


this Treaty to be laid before you; and am thoroughly perſuaded, 
that you will readily contribute to the Promotion of an Affair, 
ſo exceeding a one to the Support of the Common Cauſe, in 
the preſent neceſſary JunRure. 

Tho? this Treaty that TI have concluded, has already given 
ſome Umbrage to the King of P----a, and perhaps may afford 


him more; eſpecially, as J have not as yet been able, notwith- 


ſtanding my continuing to exert my moſt earneſt Endeavours, 


to prevail with him to enter into _y Meaſures with the Allies, 
for reſtraining and ſubduing the exorbitant Power of France: 1 


would therefore ſtrongly recommend it to your Conſideration, 
to find out ſome effectual Method of bringing that Prince over 
to our Intereſts ; by enabling me to make him ſuch an extra- 


ordinary Allowance, as may ſatisfy his moſt lucrative Views, and 
far exceed any Offers that France.or Spain are capable of afford- 


ing him : and this I would the more zealouſly commit to your 
Care, as his Alliance would be more valuable to us, than that of 
any other of the G--rm--ic Body, excepting the Houſe of A. -a. 

Our good Friends and Allies, the D---h, have lately come to a 
Reſolution of conſiderably enlarging the Number of Sui Troops 
already in their Service, and of taking ſeveral more Regiments 
of them into Pay in Conjunction with Great Britain, that they 
may be able, if there be Occaſion for them, to take the Field early 


next Spring: tho* whether the Influence of French Councils 


may not prevent this neceſſary Step from taking Place, I am un- 


able to aſcertain as yet; but I firmly rely on your timely Support, 


at all Events, on this and every other Occaſion, 
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As our Enemies ſeem to afford us ſome very ſpecious Hopes 
of their being ready once more to embrace Peace, and eftabliſh 
the ſo-much- wiſh'd-for Tranguillity of Europe; fo J have given 
my Miniſters proper Ixſtructions for attending the Congreſs, that 
is to be held this Winter.---- But ſhould this prove to be only an 
Artifice, to prevent our having a ſufficient Number of Forces 
in Readineſs againſt the next Spring; I ſhall endeavour to elude 
ſuch a Deſign, by continuing in the mean Time to Negotiate for 
ſuch Troops as are to be obtained; that the Allied Army may be 
able to enter the Field early, and to act offenſively next Seaſon. 

Should any unforeſeen Accidents again prevent the Ru--- ns 
from joining our Army, or fruſtrate my acquiring thoſe Troops 
for the Service of the Public, which I am at preſent doing my 
Endeavours to obtain ; even then I do not deſpair, with the 
Aſſiſtance of my loving People, of gaining ſufficient Succours from 
the remoteſt Parts ; and in order to be prepared againſt all Events, 
I ſhall cauſe immediate Application to be made on this Account 
to the Sophz of Perſia, as ſoon as the Succeſſion to that Kingdom 
ſhall be ſettled. The Force that I may expect from thence, 
together with thoſe that I ſhall ſollicit from the Cham of Tartary, 
the Kings of Bantam, Siam, and the Great Mogul, will be ra- 
ther. more than ſufficient for making Head againſt the Enemy ; 
eſpecially, as with Troops of the latter, I expect to receive a con- 
ſiderable Number of Elephants, furniſhed with well fortified 
Caſtles on their Backs, which Moving Forts will be a great An- 
noyance to the French, and afford them ſufficient Diverſion from 
making ſuch dreadful Havock as they have lately done, with 
the moſt impregnable Places in the NV—lands, and United P--ces. 

The Behaviour of the D- Forces, during the laſt Cam- 
paign, and their negligently ſuffering ſeveral of their moſt im- 
portant Places to be ſurprized by the Enemy, needs no Apology 
from me; as it is impoſſible to imagine that either the S87---s 
G--n--1, or the St---dh---r, were acquainted with, or gave their 
Aſſent to any ſuch baſe and treacherous Proceedings; and I do 
not doubt, but their ſpeedy bringing the Offenders to Juſtice, and 
puniſhing of them in as ſevere a Manner, as they have already 
done all ſuch as have been hitherto detected of either TREACHERY 
or CowARDICE, will ſufficiently manifeſt the Innocence and 
Integrity of thoſe that preſide at the Head of Affaire, amongſt 
our antient Friends and Allies. £ | 

The extraordinary Succeſs which has attended my: Fleet muſt 
have greatly weakened both the naval Strength and Commerce 
of our Enemies ; and I ſhall not fail of profiting myſelf to the 
utmoſt, of thoſe Advantages that I have already receiyed there- 
from; being fully determined to be more attentive to this im- 


portant Service, than I have hitherto been and as our good 


| 


7 0 1 - " PF ©. - 9. -. 2 * * * 1 - _ * 4 * 
94 det P | . K - | a - x" hy 
” G N. * - —. 
9 3 „ "Y 4 * 
2700 * 
' 4 : 
[ 
* * 9 = 
5 7 
4 . 
* 1 
. 
8 _ > * 
62 1 


Friends the H. vs have not ſuccovred me as yet, with ſuch a 
ſufficient Number of Ships, as is neceſſary for the Support of 
our Dominions on the Occaſicn ; I ſhall directly apply to the 
ſeveral Governments of Lapland, and Greenland, in order to ob- 
tain from thence, ſuch naval Supplies of Canves and Men, as may 
compenſate for the Deficiencies of our Allies in that Article, 
Gentlemen of the Y. -e C-, bl 

Tue great Facility with which you have carried your Elec- 
tions, almoſt without Oppoſition, throughout all Parts of the 
Kingdom, particularly in Surry and Suſſex, affords me freſh 
Proof of the gad Diſpoſition of my Pecple, in the Choice of their 
Repreſentatives, The many Conſiderations that I have already 
mentioned, are ſo neceſſary for our own Preſervation, the Sup- 
port of our Allies, and the Maintainance of the Prete/tant Cauſe, 
that I doubt not, you will grant me ſuch a Supply, as ſhall be 
amply ſrucient for all thoſe good Purpoſes, that T have under- 
taken. The proper E/timates ſhall be laid before you: and I. 
rely the ſtronger on your ſuccouring of me with ſuitable Grants, 
as there are ſo many amongſt you, that either in their Civil or 
Military Capacities, are ſure zo benefit by the public Supplies; and 
whofe Iniergſ in this Point, is always the ſame with, and inſe- 
parable: from, mine, I muſt acknowledge it is with the great- 
eſt Regret, that Tam obliged to lay any extraordinary Burthens 
upon my People; but hope that they will conſider the immediate 
Necefity thereof, for the Support of the public Credit, in this 
critical Conjunttue. ä 
thy E----s and G -I. , 


4 


| As I have fully explained to you my Views and Intentions, 
ſo I need not urge any thing farther, to induce you to afford me 
_a-Vigorous Support; and it is with great Satisfaction I am able 
to acquaint you, that the Money granted by Parliament for the 
eftectuaꝭ carrying on the War, has been fo well beſtowed, as 
to retain the King of $——g hitherto entirely to our Side; 
where he is likely to remain ſtedfaſt, as long as you ſhall con- 
tinue to ſupport him with freſh and ample Subſidies. - And alſo 
to keep the Empreſs Queen in Poſſeſſion of more extenſive Ter- 
:1tories, maugre the Endeavours of her Enemies, than what ſbe 

7s able to maintain, e e e e n 
As there was never more Occaſion for your acting with Vi- 
gour, Um imity, and Diſpatch, than in the preſent Juncture, 
when the Byes of the whole World are fixed upon your Proceed- 
ings; ſo it is on this that I rely, for ſupporting the Honour of my 
n, the Well being of my K—d—ms, the Avurice and In- 
Aulence of our Allies, and for reſtoring our Neighbours to that De- 
Free of P— de, *A—g--ce and Inſ—l—ce, Which they fors 
"Fog merly enjoyed. e 14 re 


